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To Live Is To Die 


Author's Notes: 
First fic. 


Pain. Thats all | felt, an immense pain. | could hear screams and people running around in the background. Alll | 
could see was flames and twisted metal. Pieces of the bus probably. Occasionally | caught a glimpse of 
someone's face. James..Kirk.James again.Lars. All running in confusion, trying to understand what was going on. 
Only moments ago we had been sleeping peacefully on the bus, traveling on the road in Sweden to the next 
show. 

Kirk had been complaining about his bunk and we were all fighting about who would sleep where. Finally we 
settled on drawing cards. Whoever got the highest card would pick their bunk first. | got the ace of spades and 
got to pick first. | asked Kirk if | could have his bunk. | don't know if that was a good decision or not. Since | had 
probably just saved his life, but at the price of mine. 

Oh well, | suppose that's the way it was supposed to be. We had just released a new album, Master of 
Puppets, and were on tour. 198b. It was a great time to be alive. Well at least in my opinion, | don't know about 
you guys. 

The flames kept spreading and everyone kept running and shouting, but the pain was beginning to fade. "Hmm. 


guess this is it," | said to myself, "oh wait." | looked over and saw that they were trying to lift the bus to pull 
me out. These guys weren't going to let me go that easily were they? They had succeeded in lifting the bus 
and were trying to pull me out. 

"Hurry! We can't hold it up much longer!" 

Ah, James. I'm already gone. The bus is going to fall before anyone can try to pull me out. "Shit, nol" Then it 
fell. Shit, that really hurt. 

It was getting darker, harder to stay awake, harder to feel the pain. "They say dying is like falling asleep," | said 
to myself, "maybe it won't be so bad" Then all the memories came back. I'd led a pretty good life, all twenty- 
four years of it. 

Well this is it. This is the end. | could still hear my band-mates shouting in the background. Everything was 
slowly fading away.. | took one last look at my bandmates as | slowly drifted away. Taken home by the kingdom 


of salvation. 


